at high-water mark, but since the pi Houghton (one should have thought ance), has overflowed on a thousa: Another great object of his jealous Mr. Fox: my brother made him a fo the other morning, and in a set spe an hour, begged his pardon for not i the Mutiny Bill, which, he said, waj in by him, though Mr. Fox assur farther hand in it than from his oi when my brother went to live at Fr him to employ his tradesmen at Wi] ing his interest in that borough, went to the Duke of St. Albans13, spoke (nor indeed was his acquainta greater), and notified to him, that i Grace should have any contest wi borough, he should certainly espous the Duke stared at so strange and ui Pigwiggin's Princess has mis-pig; believe, of that family, for you know Adieu!
291.   To HORACE
Stri
I AM come hither for a few days, torrent of diversions, and am writin bow-window with a tranquillity ai fear, I am grown old enough to preJ ments, in which the whole worlc week. We have at last celebratec